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I write some lines, 

To say to you, 

First and foremost. 

Thank you, 

I don't have your Wildean Wit, 

So forgive the blandness of my tribute, as I write it. 
I could tell you of everything. 

That's happened since 1900, 

The two world wars. 

The stock market crash, 

Irish independence. 

How prisoners still look at that patch of blue. 

That they call the sky. 

Sorry that I stole a line from you, 

I couldn't think of anything half as fine. 

Do you want to hear of Berlin? 

And how it was split in two? 

Until they toppled the wall? 

You could hear of all that. 

But I'd rather talk of you. 

For now we live in a time. 

Where the fates are kinder. 

To what was your so-called 'crime' 



Men marry men, 

Women marry women, 

In old age 

Or in their prime 

For now, we live in a time, 

I myself. 

Am afflicted with a love that dares not speak its name. 
It is not the love you had. 

That led to your dark shame. 

But it is a word that few understand. 

When I raise it aloud. 

They think I'm insane. 

But tonight, 

I could not stand here. 

Even talking this through. 

If it wasn't for you. 

Self-confidence, 

If it wasn't for you. 

My co-patriot. 

Who found joy in the written word too. 

There are no laws 
Against my orientation. 

And perhaps in time. 

Following you. 

I'll find cause for celebration, 

I won't share your dark fate. 

In this strange nation. 



Oscar, you today, 

Would enjoy emancipation. 

We the undersigned. 

The outcast. 

The maligned. 

We see you as a hero, 

A friend of mine owns a phone cover 
That has your face on it. 

Everywhere you can find a quote, 

A nugget of Wildean Wit, 

'Each man kills the thing he loves' 
You wrote. 

But how can I kill you? 

Your name will live forever. 

As your body rests in Paris, 

Under that little patch of blue. 



